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HENRY HOLT & CO. 


HAVE READY: 


THE EPIC OF KINGS. 


STORIES RETOLD FROM FIRDUSI, by He.en 
ZIMMERN, 1t2mo0. $2.50. 


“* The book is charming from begin- 
ning to end. A notable addition to the 
libraries of those who care to know the 
great classics of the world.”—London 
Sat. Review. 


“ The two stories which transcend 
all the others in point of human interest 
are those of ‘ Rustem and Sohrab’ and 
‘ Byzum and Manijeh. The second 
is one of the most exquisite that can be 
found in the whole range of Eastern 
invention. It ts a love story of the 
most complete kind. To analyze tt 
would be to spoil it; readers should 
go for it to-Miss Zimmern’s volume.” 
—London Times. 

Yale Lectures on Preaching. 


Delivered to the Students of Theology at Yale College by 
Pres. E.G. Ropinson of Brown University. 


Evolution and Christianity. 
By J. F. YorKE. r2mo. $1.50. 


The Critic. 


A Weekly Review of 
The Fine Arts, 
Science, Music, The Drama. 





Literature, 


Epitors, - - - - JjJ.L.&J. B. GILDER. 


‘* The first literarv Journal in America. 
lts specialty is short reviews and many of 
them ; but we do not observe that quality is 
sacrificed.’’—LONDON ACADEMY. 

“THE CRITIC has become a positive and in- 
dispensable part of American literature.” — 

SPRINGFIELD REPUBLICAN. 

“THE CRITIC has made itself known in 
America by the indebendence and ability of 
its utterances.” —NOTES AND QUERIES. 

““ At the head of the critical Fournals of 
this country.—BOSTON Post. 


For sale at all news stands. Single Copies, 
1o cts.; $3.50 per year, in advance. To 
Teachers and Clergymen, $3.00. Remit only 
by post-office order, express order, registered 
letter or check. Address, 


The Critic, 


30 Lafayette Place, New York. 
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MORE RECENT COMMENTS. 





‘* As FOR the bright little new illustrated paper pub- 
lished in New York and called LIFE, its merits are 
such that subscribers willingly take their LIFE in their 
own hands and find it, also, hard to give their LIFE 
up.”—Pittsburgh Telegraph. 





‘* THE new comic weekly, LIFE, is quiet and grace- 
ful in its fun, but more satisfying than any other 
periodical of its class that we know. It is satirical 
without being brutal, and witty without coarseness— 
a decided acquisition to metropolitan journalism.”— 
Rochester Morning Herald. 


‘* WE are in receipt of the new, humorous, and satir- 
cal paper, LIFE. It is edited and printed in a first- 
class manner, and is of convenient size; is issued 
Thursday of each week, and we predict will be the 
weekly most anxiously looked for by thousands. The 
first nine numbers have received a hearty encourage- 
ment from the leading journals of the country.”— 
Niagara Falls Gazette. 


‘* LIFE, the new illustrated weekly, has already 
shown enough sparkling wit and brilliantly conceived 
cartoons to entitle it to the first place among journals 
of its class. Its refined and pungent paragraphs are 
in marked contrast to the dullness of * * * and its 
pictorial strokes are more happy. Our local news 
dealers do not yet keep it on their counters, but they 
ought.”"—S?. Foseph Gazette. 





‘* NEw YoORK’s new comic paper, LIFE, is con- 
tinually improving. To our mind it is by far the 
best humorous and satirical publication of the day. 
It is high-toned, pure and handsome.”—Rochester 
Onion and Advertiser. 





‘* THE new humorous paper, LIFE, makes notice- 
able improvement, and promises to rank first of its 
kind.”—S¢. Paul Pioneer Press. 





‘* THERE are two periodicals in New York which 
we seriously hope will live long and prosper. One 
is the Crztzc, which is the finest literary journal in 
this country, and the other is LIFE, the neatest, 
brightest and cleverest paper of its class on either 
side of the ocean.”—Albany Express. 





‘‘ THE new comic paper, LIFE, is vastly superior | 


to anything heretofore attempted in its line. It 
jokes with subjects familiar to persons possessed of 
more or less intelligence and cultivation, hitting at 
the foibles of society and literary people as well as 
those of politicians. It smacks of Fifth Avenue and 
Wall Street rather than the Bowery—in other words, 
it is bright and witty from end to end.”—Czncin- 
nati Saturday Night. 


HARTSHORNS| 


SELF-ACTING 
| SHADE ROLLER 


| ery ROL, NO-CORDS-ORBA AN 
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‘* LIFE, the new illustrated weekly, published in 
New York, fully sustains the many good things 
claimed for it and is rapidly growing in favor. It is 
bright, caustic and humorous, and withal is refresh- 
ingly clean and neat.”"—Omaha Herald. 





“THE bright New York Illustrated LIFE looks 
prosperous and seems in good spirits. It certainly 
has not got near the bottom of its fun yet ; there are 
nodregs. It is an education in neat and delicate 
criticism to study the bright little paper, and see how 
straight home they hit, without a bit of malice.”— 
Washington Republic, 





‘* LIFE is an uncommonly bright new weekly paper, 
recently founded in New York by a number of clever 
college men. It has a taking title page, which does not 
belie the contents. The series of satirical sketches of 
New York fashionable society by McVickaris one of the 
best features. The latest number gives us the gilded 
youth, whose education has cost $50,c00 but whose 
running expenses are so costly that it can’t pay divi- 
dends. There is alsoa good burlesque of the Sprague- 
Chaffee legal quarrel, under the head of ‘‘ The Great 
Canonchet Prize Fight,” and a clever caricature of 
Howells’ recent criticism on Thackeray. The pa- 
per deserves support, as it is full of good things.”— 
San Francisco Chronicle. 


‘*LiFE, the new illustrated humorous weekly, is 


one of the best publications of the time, and deserves 
signal success.”—Nashville Banner. 





‘*LIFE.”—-The current number of this new illus- 
trated weekly, is a good example of what its publish- 
ers intend making it. Its cuts are of a higher order 
than those in some of the other illustrated weeklies, 
and fully bear out the promises of its proprietors to 
give the public a first-class publication. A high 
order of humor pervades it.”—Rochester Post-Ex- 
press. 





‘* LIFE is one of the very best printed, best illus- 
trated, best edited publications that gladden this vale of 
tears. There is no handsomer paper put out anywhere, 
and few tuat can compare with it for genuine wit, 
subtile, scholarly and refined. It completely eclipses 
the old-time Lampoon, and that is saying a good 
deal. May its shadow—no, its reflection: it has no 
shadow—never grow less.”"—Chillicothe Gazette. 





‘* LIFE is the name of a new humorous weekly pub- 
lication that has lately appeared in New York. The 
world is already the fatter for its coming, for it is the 
most irresistibly laughter-provoking, funny paper that 
quaint American wits have yet produced. It is really 
ageminits way. The wit is bright and polished, 
without being venomous, and the illustrations are 

| capital, We advise our ten thousand readers to get 
| a copy of LIFE.”—7renton, N. $., State Register. 


A. G. HEMINWAY. TRUMAN HEMINWAY. 


A. G. HEMINWAY & CoO., 
BANKERS AND BROKERS, 


11 Wall Street, 


New York. 


IMPORTANT. 


When you visit or leave New York City, save Baggage 
| Expressage and Carriage Hire and stop at the GRAND 
UNION HOTEL, opposite Grand Central Depot. 

Four Hundred and Fifty (450) elegant rooms, fitted up ata 
cost of one million dollars, reduced to $1 and upwards per 
| day. European plan. Elevator. Restaurant supplied 
with the best. Horse cars, stages and elevated railroad to 
alldepots. Families can live better for less money at the 
Grand Union Hotel than at any other first-class hotel in 


the city. . 
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LORD BLIZZARD. 


——- 


H, yes; he wasa 
real Lord,” said 
Smith to me, “not 
like the bogus 
one, who fled pre- 
cipitately from 
his host’s house 
in Benton, to 
avoid detection, 
but the genuine 
article. Thebogus 
one was vastly 
amusing, for a 
man’s wits must 
be pretty well 
burnished, when 
he lives by them, 
but this Lord was 
grandly awful and 
as dull as could 
be. We knew 
that he was real, for no adventurer could have been 
such a bore. He brought letters to Racket, who put 
him down at the club, and gave him a little dinner. 
The Englishman was beautifully dressed— it was some 
years ago—so that everything he had-on was a surprise 
to us ;—from his piqué shirt, his diagonal evening 
clothes, to his single stud and pointed shoes. The 
cold gleam of his single eye-glass depressed us all so 
that we could not talk until the friendly champagne 
set our tongues a-wagging. 

“What are your impressions of America”? asked 
Racket, as we settled back in our chairs after dinner. 

“The cab fares in New York are perfectly out- 
rageous,” replied the real Lord. “ The beggars had the 
impudence to charge me five of your dollars, somewhat 
over a sovereign, for taking me from the steamship to 
my hotel, and they broke my hat-box and top-hat by 
throwing my portmanteau upon them. The _ hat-box 
was Simples’, 15 Charing Cross, W. C., the only man 
to get a hat-box from; my hat was from the only 












hatter in London, Trass, 17 Maddox Lane, Piccadilly, 
and you can fancy what a wreck the two were, when I 
tell you that my portmanteau was of Fortnum’s solid 
leather.” 

“Fancy !” cried Racket, who was so English that he 
kept his cash account in pounds, shillings and pence. 
All the guests made notes upon their dinner-chat of 
the addresses given by the Englishman, for the great 
Anglican tidal-wave had just begun to comb over the 
Metropolis, and all of us appreciated that it was vul- 
gar to be “ American.”” And to our surprise, the En- 
glishman, who had been silent all through the dinner, 
proved to be a perfect directory of London tradesmen. 
It was odd, that in the opinion of the noble lord, 
there seemed to be only one competent shop-keeper in 
all London, in any line of business. No gentleman 
could possibly wear a shoe which did not come from 
Lobb, or a coat which was not built by Puddle. 

“None of these beggars will do any decent. work 
for a stranger,” incidently remarked the Englishman, 
“but if any of you men chance to send for anything, if 
you mention my name you will be well-served.” 

Blizzard stayed several months in New York, and 
the amount of orders, which at times were sent from 
New York to London, was surprising. I sent for all 
my clothes, shoes, and shirts, mentioning Lord Bliz- 
zard as my sponser. The shoes I could not wear, the 
shirts were made for another and smaller man, while 
each of the garments from the tailor was made for a 
different individual. Still, after the clothes were cut 
over by a servants’ tailor, on a side street, I look- 
ed very English. I heard from friends in various 
cities that Lord Blizzard had honored their towns with 
his presence, and as a result, the club men of the coun- 
try were shortly all supplied with wearing apparel 
from the same London house. 

There was such a method in his lordship’s re- 
commendations that we investigated the subject, and to 
our surprise we discovered that he was in the same 
position in life as the broken down old men, who walk 
the streets, enclosed in chiropodists’ advertisements. 
He had led the life and lost his all in the turf—and 
was working out his debts to his tradesmen, by serving 
as a peripatetic advertisement of their wares in Ameri- 
ca. We talkfabout Yankee shrewdness in advertising, 
old man—why, Barnum himself never thought of 
sending a representative British peer as a circular. 


THE new negro newspaper “organ,” published in 
this city, is not, as some ignorant people may have 
been led to suppose, printed in black letter, but 
in the ordinary every-day type. 
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KEEPING HIS WORD. 

Hannah: AND PAT, WHAT ARE YE DOING? 

Pat: Wuist! BE Alsy, HANNAH. Dz1pn’T I PROM- 
ISE FATHER RYAN THATI’D NIVER TOUCH A BOTTLE TO 
ME LIPS AGAIN—AND I MANE TO KEEP MY WORD WITH 
HIS RIVERENCE. 


IN FOR 30 DAYS. 


GENATOR TABOR, during his thirty days in the 
U. S. Senate, a term none too brief, distinguished 
himself by getting married over again, just for cere- 
mony, to a bonny bride to whom he had been united 
six months before, and also by getting the autographs 
of his fellow senators in his bride’s album. The ex- 
Senator, by his entire conduct, has justified Swift’s sar- 
casm that “One knows what the Almighty thinks of 
money by the kind of people he gives it to.” The au- 
tograph album in question is a great curiosity, and a 
~ extracts from it will perhaps be interesting. 
. “When you extract a pearl from memory’s cas- 
ket think of Edmunds.” 
2. “ And the harbor bill is moaning.” 
Georgie F. Hoar. 
3. “Who taught me to swing upon a cobweb ?—Sen- 
= Tabor !” Davy Davis. 
4. “The Rose is Red, the Violet’s Blue, 
The Grass is Green, and So are You.” 
Geordie H. Pendleton. 
5. “30 Days have September ” 
And no more has Mr. Tabor. 
Your senate-mate, Hal Dawes. 
6. “Fare thee well, and if forever 
Good enough.” 





Johnny Logan. 





SOMETHING NEEDED. 


[» a suit brought to recover damages for forcible 

ejectment from the Fifth Avenue Hotel, one of 
the witnesses for the defense deposes that the person 
cast out was behaving in a manner not compatible with 
the character of the hotel. The question naturally 
arises : What is the precise grade of conduct which the 
character of the hotel requires? It is an appalling 
thought that a guest may inadverdently fall below the 
standard and be packed into the street with a damaged 
reputation. 

There ought to be some recognized model of deport- 
ment at the establishment on Madison Square, that 
guests from the country could imitate with the assur- 
ance that a moderately close approximation to his de- 
meanor would ensure them considerate treatment. If 
there is no present employee who could fill the posi- 
tion, we will be glad to recommend a young man for 
the place. 

Meanwhile we warn present and future guests that 
the business of the clerks is not to set the standard of 
behavior. Any mere layman who should imitate the 
haughty bearing of a 5th Avenue hotel clerk would de- 
serve to speedily be shown the door, and to be driven 
off to the Hoffman House or some other retreat which 
has a character less difficult to live up to. 

Among American dignities, Judges of the Supreme 
Court, Senators of the United States, and clerks of the 
Fifth Avenue Hotel rank as equal and as preéminent. 
Next come Bishops, Prize-fighters, Wall St. Brokers, 
Patent machine men, and Presidents of Colleges, and 
in due order, professional men, millionaires, base-ball 
players, commercial travellers and men of letters. 
The theory that there are no classes in America is a 
delusion of the N. Y. Sun. 





WHO DID IT. 


Not long ago it seemed as if all the prize-fighters 
of renown were dead, or behind bars—whether 
at Auburn or elsewhere. 

Suddenly Mr. Sullivan disputed with Mr. Ryan at 
New Orleans. Ever since slugging has been at a prem- 
ium, Superannuated shoulder-hitters have polished 
their knuckles and come home with their young from 
foreign ports; Saul sits in the office of the Police Gazette, 
and reviews the succession of clever young Davids who 
are warranted to dismantle the Boston Goliath. Two 
bruisers cannot maul one another in a back street with- 
out a detailed account and columns of editorial com- 
ment by an enterprising press. 

Has our civilization reached a point parallel to that 
which saw the gladiators fight in Roman Amphithea- 
tres? No; we think not. We believe the rise in fight- 
ing stock is due not to increased demand for blood or 
bruises, but to a successful “ bull movement” ac hieved 
by an eminent editor of whom we are told—“ He drives 
a $10,000 horse ; he wears a sealskin coat; he has put 
up a seven story building and paid for it, and he has got 
the boodle, and don’t you forget it.” Is it not a noble 
thing to be successful man and mould the public tastes ? 
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Philip Fogy, Jr.,(who has refused, after prolonged discussion, to get gaudy raiment and take his wife to 
the Derblune’s Fancy Ball), morosely: 1 wisH I HAD MARRIED A SENSIBLE WOMAN. 
His recently-acquired spouse (to whom the said ball is for the moment much more attractive than heaven) 


vindictively : SHE WOULDN’T HAVE HAD you !! 





ARUN WITH THE BLEECKER STREET 


HOUNDS. 


At II P.M. most of the company had already assembled at 

Mr. Harry Hill’s, and the room was filled with the sport- 
ing fraternity. The neighboring hunts were well represented. 
Among-the notables were Lord Anglo-Ville, Count Pilsner, hard- 
riding Capt. Fullhand of the 4th (ward), Hon. Jas. Mace of 
Australia, and his Maori, the Malagassy Embassy, Percy Cold- 
deck, dashing Charley Bluechip, Jack Crosscounter, and a host 
of other devotees of the sport. Conversation was lively, mostly, 
of course, upon hunting. The reporter overheard Capt. Full- 
hand telling Lord Anglo-Ville of a ‘‘breather through the 
Bowery, with a kill in Tompkins Square,” Jack Crosscounter was 
vividly describing to one of the Embassy, a “rattling twenty 
minutes with the West Broadway Nippers,” and Percy Colddeck 
told how, in ‘‘ three half weeks, with the gth ward ‘Tarriers,’” 
he had “ruined as many Aacks without a scratch.” According 
to the time-honored custom— 

“ Every man his whiskey took, 
Which shivered in his skin,” 

and it had begun to look as though a very severe chill (possibly 
Wiggins’ blizzard) had struck the place, when Mr. Geo. Feather- 
weight, the M. F. H., appeared sporting the fiz’, as did most 
of the club members, and looking every inch a driver. The pink 
of the B. S. H. consists of a scarlet ulster faced with green, and 
is, as you may imagine, a very becoming and striking costume. 
Immediately following the master came the huntsman, who an- 
nounced that the ack had arrived. The sack was found outside 
in charge of the whip, and consisted of a bulldog of the brindle 


persuasion, answering to the name of ‘‘Grif.”  Forthwith 
everyone sought his #zoumt—prepared for the run. The master 
drove a full-blooded‘“* Brewster” side-bar, and on _learn- 
ing that your reporter represented ‘‘ Lire,” very kindly 
gave him the vacant seat by his side. On the report- 
er’s expressing doubts about loading the vehicle so heavi- 
ly, Mr. Featherweight laughed at his fears. [t was “up 
to any weight,” he said, and he had often ‘‘ larked it over the 
stiffest country without springing a spoke.” There was other good 
stock in the field. Lord Anglo-Ville’s tooled an imported Stan- 
hope ; Percy Colddeck’s 75 lb. Abbott-Downing showed evident 
breeding, and Count Pilsner’s thoroughbred brougham is well 
known to all frequenters of meets in this neighborhood. A fine 
domestic-bred express wagon carried the huntsman, whip, and 
dog, and the rest of the field were well mounted on (I mean 77) 
half and quarter bred hacks. The word was given, and off we 
went. At Mulberry street the pack was thrown off the wagon. 
The reporter thought it would have been just as well to have let 
it down easily, for it lit on its back on the sidewalk, and appear- 
ed dazed and annoyed for a moment, but the master said that it 
was absolutely neccessary to throw off your pack when beginning 
arun. No first-class hunt ever neglects to doit. This may be 
so, but the ‘‘ Lire” reporter does not want to be in the immedi- 
ate neighborhood (that is, on the street level) when the B. S. H. 
throw off their pack. We drew blanks in both the Mulberry and 
Mott street coverts, but the Elizabeth street gorse proved a find, 
for on turning the corner, a black and white streak darted from 
an alleyway, up which the pack had wandered, with Mr. Grip in 
its immediate rear, With the stirring view halloo, of ‘ Sick ’em, 
Grip,” the whole field pressed forward in the chase. ‘‘ There’s 
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A SYMPHONY IN PRINTERS’ INK—4. Whistler. 








sport here,” shouted the master, as the quarry, darting through a 
streak of electric ‘light proceeding from’ the window of a Jew 
clothing store, showed itself to be an adult Tom of gigantic pro- 
portions. ‘ There’s sport here—it’s an old 8th warder, and no 
mistake;” and in reply to the reporter’s inquiry as to why he was so 
sure it was an “ Eighth” and not a “‘ Fourth” or ‘‘ Ninth warder,” 
Mr. Featherweight explained that ‘‘you can alwaystell ’em; 
the hair is all worn off their sides, owing to their habit 
of shaving corners very close when pursued.” The pace 
had now become a rattler. Several hacks and coupés 
had become pounded by a balky horse (one of them 
very much founded), and the field was already  get- 
ting select. Our Brewster caromed lightly on a fruit stand, 
danced over the Bowery street-car rails, in a way to make a 
novice tremble, and the reporter looked round just in season to 
see the Count come to grief by colliding with about Io tons of 
Harlem R. R. rolling stock on its way up-town. ‘‘ Talk about 
your stiff country,” said Mr. Featherweight, ‘‘where can you 
find anything bigger than eight rails more than three feet apart, 
and steel at that?’ ‘‘ Yoriks! Hark!! For-r-rade !!!” and 
away we dashed. ‘“ Look at that pack; you could cover him 
with a dishcloth.’’ Exactly what the advantage of performing 
the operation consisted in, did not appear clear to the reporter, 
but the M. F. H. (or more correctly speaking, the J/. C. H.) 
said that no properly regulated hunter’s bosom could fail to 
swell with pride at being able to cover the pack with a dishcloth. 
In England, it seems, it is customary to use tablecloths, but here 
in the States, the dishcloth is generally preferred. The reporter 
came to the conclusion, that whatever the result might be, it 
would have taken a very lively hunter, either foreign or domestic, 
to have covered our pack with anything, just at that moment. 
He was busy, very busy ; and the ‘‘ Zighth Warder” evidently 
had a supper engagement in his own precinct. But it was not 
to be. The last clean stretch down Houston street had been too 
much for Mr. Puss. He weakened, and turned too late to get 
up his guard, for Grip had him pinned against some article of 


sidewalk furniture in a second, and the run was over. Jack 
Crosscounter and ourselves were the only ones in at the death, 
but the rest of the field soon came up. Jack received the brush, 
and I,a pad. After a pull at the pocket consolers,. we lighted 
cigars and leisurely returned to Mr. Hill’s. 


BOOKS. 
PERSONS of the gentler sex who wish to know how 
they ought to behave will find much white light 
thrown upon thatsubject by Frances Power Cobbe in 
her treatise on “ The Duties of Women.” 

What they ought not to do is realistically portrayed 
by M. Zola, in his latest achievement. “In the Whirl- 
pool” is itsname. We trust it is a work of fiction. 

How a woman who has a distinct preference for duty 
and for honor, may be diverted to other paths by the 
enterprise of her husband is what Octave Fuillet dis- 
closes in “A Parisian Romance.”’ We question the ethi- 
cal value of the lesson, but it is certainly imparted in a 
felicitous manner. 


Love they say, brings pains and fears— 
Brings ceaseless woe, unreasoning doubt— 
Love fills our life with bitter tears— 
Who, if he could, would shut love out ? 





[4 tell you, love, how often in a day 
You’re in my mind—I’Il tell it you in rhyme : 
But once I think of you. “ When’s that?” you say. 
Dearest, ’tis every day and all the time. 
TREFOIL. 
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A BENEDICT CANTICLE. 
| 


F all the insidious 
Temptations invidious, 
Contrived by the devil for pulling men down, 
There’s none more delusive, 
Seductive, abusive, 
Than the snare to a man with a wife out of town. 


He feels such a delightfulness, 
Stay-out-all-night-fulness, 
Shall-I-get-tight?-fulness— 
I own it with pain!— 
A bachelor rakishness, 
What-will-you-take?-ishness, 
Next-day’s-headache-ishness, 
None can explain! 


i; *9 


His wife may be beautiful, 
Tender and dutiful— 


’Tis not that her absence should cause him delight; 


But the cursed opportunity, 
Baleful immunity, 
Scatters his scruples as day scatters night. 


He feels whiskey-and-water-ful, 
Rapine-and-slaughter-ful, 
Nothing-he-ought-to-ful, 

To his toes’ ends; 
So bachelor-rally-some, 
Quite corps-de-ballet-some, 
Make-stories-talley-some 

With wicked friends. 


III. 


He recalls pranks erratic 
In memories ecstatic; 
As wicked he feels as the bald heads in row, 
Who watch the stage dances 
With bold, sinful glances, 
And witness with glee the wild, bachanal show. 


He’s possessed with a feel-fulness, 

A world-flesh-and-de’il-fulness, 

A make-the-stars-reel-fulness, 
Who could resist ? 

And he longs for the poker chips, 

For winks that the joker tips, 

For rings from the smoker’s lips, 


Like a blue mist. 


IV. 


While his wife, trusting lady, 
Is mourning, it may be, 
His lonely condition, so mournfully dull; 
He feels thrills energetic 
Towards places magnetic, 
Larks peripatetic, 
Joys far from ascetic, 
With many excuses his conscience to lull. 


With a take-every-trick-ishness, 
Full-as-a-tick ishness, 
ll-be-a-brick-ishness 
Though conscience frown; 
With a forth-let-us-steal-someness, 
Kick-up-our-heels-someness; 
There’s a wile of the de’il-someness, 
In a wife out of town. 
MorsS-VIVENS. 
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FORCED INTROSPECTION. 


Scene—Musical party at the Von Highstoops. 

Resident Foreign Gentleman to John Pyrites: IT 18 A DELIGHT- 
FUL OCCASION ; I DO ASSURE MYSELF THAT YOU ENJOY IT. 

J. P. (who is cut off by the music from his usual diversions)! On, 
YES, VERY MUCH, THANKS; HAVEN’T THOUGHT OF SO MANY THINGS 
SINCE I WAS LAST AT CHURCH. 


A DEER child—A fawn. THE young author’s best Holt—Henry. 
THE glory of a woman is another woman’s hair. 


HE CAN AFFORD IT. 
_ Tue Earl of Dudley, whose income from his various mines often amounts to more than $5,000,000, 
is in a condition bordering on imbecility.—7rzdune, 


GOOD RESULTS. 

THE recent political decision that a policeman shall be paid his 
full salary during any period of illness has resulted in 147 officers 
being reported “sick” at the time when the last report was made. 
Usually 75 policemen are ill at one time. It may be expected that 
the death rate of New York city will decrease hereafter, as in a num- 
ber of precincts one man is obliged to cover two posts. The ratio of 
persons who die from natural causes, however, will necessarily in- 
crease. 
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WHAT THEY 


He: YOUR FATHER MUST BE WORTH AT LEAST A MIL- 
LION, AND YOU WOULD ENABLE ME TO GO THROUGM LIFE 
IN A STYLE I COULD NEVER HOPE FOR WITHOUT YOU. 
I po NOY LOVE YOU, IT Is TRUE, BUT—ONE CANNOT 
EXPECT EVERYTHING. SO LET US MARRY. IF YOUR 
FATHER FAILS I CAN CRAWL OUT OF IT SOMEHOW. 


DO NOT SAY. 


She: VERY WELL! You WILL NEVER AMOUNT 
TO ANYTHING, BUT YOU ARE GOOD ENOUGH AS 
FAR AS YOU GO. I HAVE TRIFLED WITH SO MANY 
MEN THAT MOST OF THEM HATE ME, AND I MAY 
NOT GET A BETTER OFFER. IF I po I CAN BREAK 
THE ENGAGEMENT. 
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CONSPICUOUS CLOSENESS. 
Mr. Knickerbocker (who looks at her with longing glances) to himself: SO DEAR: SO VERY DEAR. 


An Impatient Public to Mr. Knickerbocker; CoM, COME, SIR! DOWN WITH THE DUST, OR DOWN IN IT! 





) : 
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LOVE ME, LOVE MY DOG. 


‘. 


You have roguish, laughing eyes, 
Mother Hubbard ; 
You are cloaked in quaintest guise, 
Mother Hubbard; 
Cunning is your tiny doggy, 
Though his throat is full and froggy, 
And his walk’s atrifle groggy, 
Mother Hubbard. 


II. 


Though your manner’s rather skittish, 
Mother Hubbard, 
Though your costume’s odd and British, 
Mother Hubbard, 
By some happy hanky-panky, 
Can’t you learn to love a Yankee, 
If he isn’t lean and lanky, 
Mother Hubbard ? 


III. 


Yet I’m almost giving hope up, 
Mother Hubbard. 
For I cannot love your low pup, 
Mother Hubbard— 
Crouching there beneath the bureau 
Showing all his teeth—a true row,— 
In the darkling Chiaroscuro, 
Mother Hubbard. 


IV. 


Time soon reaps us with his sickle, 
Mother Hubbard ; 

Fashions fade and men are fickle, 
Mother Hubbard : 

He’s a mere canine Silenus, 

Quite unfit for such a Venus! 

Can’t you make a choice between us, 
Mother Hubbard ? 


ARTHUR PENN. 





SCIPIO AFRICANUS. 


NCLE SCIPIO was recently asked his opinion of 
the tariff. ‘* Wot tar’f ?’’ he demanded, a gleam 
of suspicion shooting out of his starboard eye. 

‘* The protection tariff, of course.” 

““Well, boss, Ise for purtection. T’odder day I 
jined de ’Ciety fur de Purtection ob Cruelty to Ani- 
mules. Ise fur purtection ; but all t’ings hes dar Jimits, 
*ceptin’ de ways ob de cullud gals ’bout yar. Dar’s 
dat Celia Johnsing, nex’ do’. Las’ night J cotched her 
gwine out, dressed up in all she could buy an’ borrer, 
an’ puttin’ on mo’ frills dan a new preacher in a chu'ch 
fullo’ wimmin. ‘Whar’s you gwine, Celia? says 
I. ‘To de ’Ciety,’ says she. ‘Wot ’Ciety? says I. 
‘Chu’ch ’Ciety, ob co’se,’ says she. Now, she wasn’t 
gwine to no ‘ciety, ceptin’ it was a cake walk, or to 
meet some coon roun’ de corner an’ act myster’ous. 
Oh, I knows ’em, boss. Sometimes Ise afeard de cullud 
folks is gittin’ to be nigh as bad as de wite folks.” 

‘* What has that to do with the tariff, Uncle Scip ?” 

‘*T war sayin’ dat all t’ings hes dar limits, ororter hev. Dar’s 
de mule. De mule is a useful creatur; but dar ain’t no jestice 
in makin’ me ride a mule, wen I’d rudder ride a hoss, jess ’case 
de mules is raised yar. It’s right to purtect the mule, to treat 
him well an’ gib him a chance; but it ain’t right to stuff him 
wid oats, an’ tie ribbins on his ye’rs, an’ paint him wid stripes 
like a zebray, ’ticklelarly at odder folks’s expense. Den, ag’in, 
wen you’s raised de mule, an’ he’s done growed, he orter work. 
Ef he won’t work den, or can’t work, better sell dat mule.”’ 





A TOO SUGGESTIVE OBSERVATION.—When a young 
lady says, ‘“‘He’s very much of a gentleman.” Suc- 
yuys, . 7 me g 
GESTION. How much? 











————_ 
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MR. JACOBS. 


[By the Author of ‘‘ Messrs. Abrahams and Isaacs,” ‘‘ The Lost 
Tribes,” ‘‘ An ’Ebrew Jew,” etc., etc.] 


CHAPTER I. 
A STRANGE SODALIS. 
I PAUL PRIGS, orphan, wanderer, transcendentalist and 

9 special correspondent of the Bombay Boomerang, was 
sitting at tiffin in the Sah/amonjay of the English bungalow at 
Bogley Wallow. In spite of my scorn of the British, I always 
patronize their hotels. It is unworthy of a man who knows 
Larochefoucauld by heart, and has knocked about the world till 
he has pecome cynical and impervious to personal pangs, to al- 
low his prejudices to interfere with his comfort and convenience. 
What does it come to in the end, anyway? Pshaw! Bismillah ! 

The heat in the bungalow was intense, and the company at the 
table were too languid for conversation. No sound was heard 
but the monotonous flop-flop of the punkah-wallahs. While 
waiting for my curry to cool, I took from my pocket my con- 
stant companion, a dogseared copy of that sublime work, Im- 
manuel Kant’s ‘‘ Kritik der Reinen Vernunft ”"—in Meiklejohn’s 
translation. For, strangely enough, the German is one of the 
few languages which I do not read and speak perfectly as I do my 
native tongue. 

Mechanically rolling a cigarette, I proceeded to read aloud— 
as is my invariable habit, when there is anyone near, from that 
unequaled chapter on the Schematism of the Categories ; when 
suddenly my attention was attracted by two xiggahs, or native ser- 
vants, who were preparing the chair opposite to mine for the 
coming of their Howadji. They were dressed in the simple but 
superb costume of Central Africa, and their heads were covered 
with haversacks of the softest Turkish towel material. Now 
and then one of them would dart quickly forward, and seizing 
from the cloth one of those young cobras which infest the table 
service of the best regulated Indian bungalows, would swallow it 
without the least manifestation of feeling, though the poor fel- 
lows knew that their lives must pay the forfeit within, at least, 
a few short hours. Such well trained and faithful servants im- 
plied, in their master, a person of distinction, and I watched 
curiously for his appearance. 

At last he came—the most glorious human creature that I, in 
all my world-wide wanderings, have ever encountered. I ob- 
served that he was dressed with the faultless elegance of an 
English gentleman. He wore a flowered silk dressing gown, 
green morocco slippers, and a crush hat, which he did not re- 
move from his head in eating, in obedience, as I afterwards 
found, to a peculiar religious scruple of his own. After par- 
taking, with an abstracted air, of a salad composed of sherbet 
and the seeds of the chow-chow which forms the Piece de resis- 
tance of every table in the northwest provinces of India, my op- 
posite neighbor leaned back in his chair with a sigh, and draw- 
ing from his pocket a small golden marghili of Arabic design, 
ornamented with exquisite and priceless filagree work, he began 
to pick his teeth daintily with its delicate point. Presently he 
beckoned to one of his attendants and murmured a few words in 
that peculiar dialect of Morisco, spoken only in the oasis of Fez. 
The attendant disappeared and reappeared with magical quick- 
ness, bearing in one hand a pitcher of water, and in the other a 
small cup carved out of a single amethyst. This he filled from 
the ewer, and, after turning a back somersault without spilling a 
drop, presented the draught to his master. The latter drained 


it slowly and with a swallow of inimitable grace, and then tossing 
the hollow gem carelessly through the nearest window, he said 
aloud, and in the purest Sanskrit of the Bhagvat Lita, ‘‘ Water— 
bright water for me!” 

‘‘Excuse me,’ I said, catching his eye, ,‘‘ but I fancy I have 
heard that sentiment before.” 

‘* Doubtless,” he replied, with a courtly smile, ‘‘it is from 
Firdusi, but I prefer it in Sanskrit.” 

“You are, then,” I ventured to enquire, ‘‘a Persian ?” 

‘*T pass for such—or as they callit here, for a Parsee. See you 
later,” he added, and rising he threw one leg lightly over the 
back of his chair, made me a profound inclination and retired, 
followed by the two miggahs, who worked their way over the 
floor on their bellies, ‘like a pair of gigantic measuring worms, 
close to their master’s heels. 


TOO MUCH ZEAL. 


I" was Sunday night, and a dark and mystic spell of weather 

prevailed. The sidewalks were covered with slush, and 
there was nothing comfortable in sight but the crimson gleam of 
the lights of the cofner saloon. 

From the side door of the saloon mysteriously emerged patrol- 
man McGahey, wiping his dripping moustache, just in time to 
meet roundsman Houlihan. 

‘« And phwat was yez doin’ in there, Misther McGahey ?”’ in- 
quired the roundsman, with icy politeness. 

‘‘Whisht! Did yez see him, sor-r-r ?” 

‘* Did I see phwat ?” 

‘*A shmall bye, sor-r-r. That bloody Dutchman is breakin’ 
the Ixcise la’, bad cess to him, an’ I’m afther gittin’ ividence. I 
followed the bye, and saw him git a pitcher av beer.” 

“‘ Do yez know it was beer, thin, Misther McGahey ?” 

‘* Sure an’ I do, sor-r-r, I shmelt av it, and saw it was beer.” 

“Is it by shmellin’ yez see, thin, Mr. McGahey ?” demanded 
the roundsman, in a tone that was at least ten degrees below 
zero. 

‘“‘ Faith an’ I do, sor-r-r. Me nose is the best part av me eye- 
sight.” 

‘“* Well, Misther McGahey, I’ve been standin’ here since yez 
wint in, an’ divil a bit av a shmall bye have I set eyes on, an’ 
it’s my opeenyon, Misther McGahey, that too much zale will be 
the ruin av yez yet.” 





In spite of her avoirdupois, 
There’s nothing Belinda enjoys 

So much as a ride, 

On the sand when the tide 

Has receded, with one of the boys. 


She used to ride lickety split; 
But that she’s let up on a bit; 
Since a rattling pace 

Turned her black in the face 
And the fellow along had a fit. 








— 
— 
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BIOGRAPHETTES. 


MARK TWAIN, and 


THE renowned archeologist, poet and astronomer, whose por- 
trait appears above, is a lineal descendant of the celebrat- 
ed Twain who were made-one flesh. He was born on Ply- 
mouth Rock, April 1st, 1728, on a remarkably cold morning, and 
the administratrix of the camphor and red-flannel department af- 
terward stated that he was the most remarkable baby she had 
ever seen. At the early age of seven, Mark—for so he was 
cruelly christened—was already addicted to science, and his dis- 
covery, made one year later, that a spring clothes-pin artistically 
applied to the continuation of a cat would create in that somno- 
lent animal a desire for vigorous foreign travel, is still used by 
the aborigines of Connecticut and Massachusetts. When he was 
19, Mark went through college. He entered the front door, tur- 
pentined the rector’s favorite cat, and graduated the same even- 
ing over the fence. He then started for California, Milwaukee 
and other remote confines of the earth, and began those remark- 
able series of truthful anecdotes for which he is now so justly 
famed. Asan archeologist, however, he has won most renown, 
and his cojlection of Pompeiian, Sanscrit, Egyptian and early 
Greek jokes, now in possession of Osgood & Co., of Boston, is 
considered the most complete inthe world. Some envious critics 
have claimed that most of these were painfully carved by Mark 
himself, and the balance composed of heterogeneous and un- 
related parts, but there seems to be no reasonable doubt that they 
are all genuine antiques. " 
Personally, Mr. Twain is a remarkably well preserved man. 
He is short, florid and very corpulent, laughs incessantly, and is 
a rapid and brilliant speaker. His essay on ‘‘ Draw-Poker in 
American politics” is considered to be a masterly treatise on 
political economy, while his poem entitled, ‘‘ The Frog Bowed 
Down by Weight of Shot ” will hold its place as one of the most 
pathetic in the language. 


DAVID DAVIS. 

HIS famous humorist is descended from Welsh ancestors, 
and his great-great-grandmother’s uncle’s stepson’s third 
cousin by marriage is said to have been related to the original 
Welsh Rabbitt, descendants of whom can be found in the first 
families of this city. Dave was born at an early age in Cecil 
County, Maryland, March gth, 1815, and weighed nine pounds 
three ounces. He now weighs 413 pounds, and hasn’t seen his 
feet since the winter of ’49 or the spring of ’50. He began life 
humbly as centre-field in a base-ball nine, gradually worked up 
to the proud position of short-stop, and distinguished himself 
and grew fat, in such a manner as to already foreshadow his sub- 
sequent greatness. Hethen became a law student and learned to 
chew tobacco. In 1835 he applied to Horace Greeley for ad- 
vice, as to whether he should become editor of the 7visune or 
go West, and Mr. Greeley told him to go West, which he did, 
settling in Bloomington, Illinois, where he attends prayer meet- 

ing and pays taxes to the present day. 

Personally, Mr. Davis is of a slender build, is very active, rather 
nervous in his movements, and warm and impulsive in his nature, 
and his spirituelle face is often lighted by a genial, merry and 
contagious smile.- As a Serator he made Congress tremble, and 
his arguments carried weight that nothing could resist. As a Vice- 
President, he was thoughtful and considerate, and his harshest 
means of preserving order was to take the offending member to 
the chair and sit on him. The member never spoke again. Re- 
turning to the walks of private life, Mr. Davis leaves a6xg 
place in the legislative halls of the nation, which it will be hard 
to fill, C. 


AGRICULTURAL Pursuit.—Chasing after a runaway 
Pilg. 
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DALY'S THEATRE. 


SoLE ADAPTER, 





Mr: AUGUSTIN DALY. 





Now on exhibition every evening a comedy called 
66 
4-11-44, 
or 


“CASTING THE DICE!” 


Adapted and augmented from the German of Schou- 
thau by Mr. AuGusTIN DALY. 


ACT I. 
IN THE HOUSE OF MR. BARGISS IN THE COUNTRY. 





Mr. Bargiss is married to Mrs. Gilbert, and yet in his youth, 
when he was in love and engaged to her, the young man’s fancy 
lightly turned to thoughts of verse, and Mr. Bargiss became. a 
Spring-Poet. Since then he has become the husband of Mrs. 
Gilbert and the father of Miss Rehan and Miss Dreher. Miss 
Rehan has been painted in a picture with her Dog. Lord Lawn- 
Tennis, a British nobleman, sends Signor Tamborini to find out 
whose picture it is. Mrs. Bargiss gets Mr. Lewis’s poems printed 
in a magazine. Andif this seems a slight first act for a play, 
blame the German gentleman who wrote it. 


BETWEEN THE ACTS. 


First Cross OLD MAN: Don’t like Dutch plays, do you? 

SECOND Cross OLD MAN (grufily): No! 

First Cross OLD MAN: I find that Dutch plays are like 
Dutch cheeses and Dutch women—rather heavy! Don’t you? 

SECOND Cross OLD MAN ( gruff): No! 

First Cross OLD MAN: Let’s go out and take a nip of Dutch 
courage, will you? 

SECOND Cross OLD MAN (grufjiy): Yes! 


ACT EL. 
IN THE HOUSE OF Mr. BARGISS IN THE COUNTRY. 


A Professor just translated from some German Dickens is hun- 
gry. Mr. John Drew isin love with Miss Rehan (—and no won- 
der ; she is as pretty as a picture!) Mr. John Drew gets rid of 
Signor Tamborini, and gets Miss Dreher’s husband ready to go to 
New York, and gets Miss Rehan quite cross ; and, in fact, things 
get mixed up generally. If this seems a slight second act for a 
play, blame the German gentleman who wrote it. 


BETWEEN THE ACTS. 


AN OLD NEw YorkKER: That young man, Gilbert, is very 
good as Signor Tamborini, isn’t he ? 

AN OLDER NEw YorKER: Yes, he’s not at all bad, but you 
should have seen Walcot or Brougham play a part like that! 

THE OLD NEw YorKER: Do you remember the one night 
down at the old Fifth Avenue, when Mrs. Gilbert appeared as 
the /nfant Phenomenon, and danced a pas seul? 
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THE OLDER NEW YorRKER: Yes, she wasn’t at all bad, but 
you should have seen it down at Mitchell’s old Olympic, when 
Henry Russell played the Savage and Mary Taylor acted the 
Maiden ! 

THE OLD NEW YORKER (after a pause): Don’t you think that 
Daly has a remarkably clever comedy company ? 

. THE OLDER NEw YoRKER: Yes, it isn’t at all bad, but you 
should have seen the company at the old Park Theatre ! 

THE OLD NEw YORKER changes his seat in silent disgust. 

THE OLDER NEW YoRKER, overcome with memories of the 
past, goes to sleep, and dreams of George Frederick Cooke. 


ACT III. 


IN THE HOUSE OF MR. BARGISS IN NEW YORK. 


Everybody has come to the city, and everything is going wrong. 
Mrs. Gilbert finds out that Mr. Lewis isa Bad Man. Miss Re- 
han quarrels with Mr. Drew. Signor Tamborini dances, while 
the Pretty Chambermaid sings. Then unmerciful disaster follows 
fast and follows faster, and complications most exquisitely comi- 
cal and intricately and everlastingly humorous ensue, which need 
not be recounted, since they must be Seen to be Appreciated. If 
this third act is one of the brightest, most brilliant, and altogether 
most laughable act ever seen on a New York stage, praise the 
American adapter, who has not spared his own easy wit, his 
faculty of comic invention, and his extraordinary gifts of getting 
the utmost of effect out of a trifle. 


BETWEEN THE ACTS. 

First DuDE (/anguidly): Rather fun, don’t you think ? 

SECOND DuDE (/anguidly): Rather. Is that Pussy Smith in 
the box over there? 

First DuDE (/anguidly): Rehan’s rather pretty, don’t you 
think ? 

SECOND DUDE (/anguidly): Rather (relapses into silence). 

A STILL SMALL VOICE FROM THE GALLERY : Oh, get on to the 
gillies with the high paper collars ! 

Both DUDES faint with horror, and are taken home to their 
Ma. 


ACT IV. 


IN THE HOUSE OF MR. BARGISS IN NEW YorK. 


Mr. Stephens has made up with Miss Dreher. Mrs. Gilbert 
makes up with Mr. Lewis. Miss Rehan has made up with Mr. 
Drew. Signor Tamborini brings a telegram from Lord Lawn- 
Tennis, offering to buy the Dog in the picture. Everybody is 
happy. Bless you, my children! If this play is one of the most 
amusing performances to be seen in this city for many a long day, 
divide your praise equally between the adapter, who made a 
bright American comedy out of a dull German farce, and the 
manager who has chosen and trained a very clever company. 


AFTER THE PLAY, 

A LITERARY GENTLEMAN: Mr. Daly might have called the 
comedy “ Mother Hubbard.” 

A LITERARY LADY: Or ‘‘ Love me, love my dog.” 

A LITERARY GENTLEMAN: It reminds me of the International 
Novelist’s last study of womankind, the “ Portrait of a Lady.” 

A LITERARY LADY: Remembering Lord Lawn-Tennis, it 're- 
minds me of one of his earlier sketches, ‘‘ An International Epi- 
sode.’ 

A LITERARY GENTLEMAN: But this is funnier ! 

A LITERARY LADY: It is! O, itis! 

ARTHUR PENN, 


ADAPTED. 
I hold that his deserts are small 
Who, even when his heart is sore, 
Would not have rather loved a score, 
Than never to have—etc., etc. 
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TINTS FROM THE ART WORLD. 


ONES is putting the finishing touches upon his academy pic- 

ture. 

“That is a little out of your line,” said his studio neighbor, 
dropping in for a cigarette. 

‘Yes. You seeI haven't been mysterious enough in my work. 
I think that will do, though.” 

“No doubt. I would defy a congress of Ruskins to make out 
what it is all about.” 

“Thanks very much, dear boy.” 

* * * * * * * 

‘* Have you been to the Art Club exhibition ?” asked one ‘‘art 
patron ”’ of another. 

‘*Oh, no, I never bother with American pictures. Why, do 
you know, I have a work by Gerome in my gallery that cost more 
than all the pictures in the Art Club put together.” 

* * * * * %* * 

She had just visited the studio of an artist famous for painting 
interiors, and she was going into raptures over his work. “ Then 
you think him a great painter ?” 

“ Delightful! Somuch feeling. Such good color. His in- 
sides are just too charming for anything.” 

* * * * * * * 

“ What did you think of the Water-Color exhibition this year ?” 
asked an artist of his super-zsthetic friend, Mrs. X. 

“Very fair. Very fair indeed. The pictures set off that di- 
vine gilt papering in a charming way.” 

* * * * * * * 

Towselhair, who is a follower of Burne-Jones, Whistler, and 
that sort of thing, is conversing with his lay friend : 

“You do not go beneath the surface, my boy. You simply look 
for a pretty subject and are satisfied.” 

“ But 1 cannot understand i 

“ Of course not. It is not to be expected that you should. At 
least not yet. Wait until you can appreciate sow/ essence in an art 
creation,” 

“ T throw up my hand.” 

* * % # * * * 

“JT just think etchings too lovely for anything,’”’ said Miss 
Gusher. 

‘*Do you?” 

‘*Yes. There is something so intellectual in an etching. The 
common people, you know, cannot understand them.” 

‘* Indeed.” 

‘* Of course not. One must be educated up to them, don’t you 
know? I think them too delicious.” 

‘* What is an etching ?” 

“ Oh, an etching is—an etching—why, how stupid you must 
be. I thought you knew something about art.” 

‘* But what is an etching ?” 

‘*Oh, dear. An etching is—is anetching. Don’t be a bore.” 


* * * * * ok * 


Mrs. Verylatest has refurnished her parlors, and is entertaining 
her first caller. ‘‘ One is so mixed up to know what to do nowa- 
days in the way of decoration. I think this pale olive tint is 
about right for the walls.” 

‘* Delicious.” 

‘*T hate the color, but of course one must—” 

“Of course.”’ 

‘* Then those curtain things in the doors catch all the dust, and 
let in all the cold air from the halls, but of course they are the 
proper—”’ 

‘* Of course.” 

‘* And I don’t see any sense in puttting stained glass in your 
windows, so that you cannot see out, but of course one must 
follow—” 

“‘ Of course.” 





C.¥. BD. 


Do our local politicians go to Florida to study the 
arts of the alligator and the methods of the musquito ? 
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THE MORNING AFTER THE SUPPER. 


Bob: Huttoa! CuHappy, HOW ARE YOU THIS 
MORNING! SIT DOWN. WHAT’S THE MATTER? 

Ned (evidently depressed): 1 DID A HORRIBLE THING 
LAST NIGHT! HorripLeE! I was IN SUCH A CON- 
DITION! WELL, I DON’T KNOW HOW IT HAPPENED, 
BUT I PAID MY LANDLADY! 


SHE. HE. 


**T was only your hat ! Ah! thanks for the toll! 

Don’t ask for the toll! It was only a kiss ; 
I wore it like that. Yet gently it stole— 
*Twas only your hat !— Ah! thanks for the toll! 
Yet it fitted so pat, O’er my love-burdened soul, 
And it looked, oh! so droll! Like a sweet ray of bliss. 
’Twas only your hat ! Ah! thanks for the toll! 
Don’t ask for the toll! It was only a kiss. 

Bk wy. 





A SPRING OPENING. 
Display of Millinery and Ladies’ Shoes. 
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NOTES AND EXTRACTS. 


THE subjects for next week’s Biographettes will be 
Messrs. Herbert Sullivan and John L. Spencer. 





THE Czar has just ordered his coronation suit. It 
is tobe wrought iron, four inches thick. 

WE have no opinion as to whether or not Slade 
will whip Sullivan. He Maori may not.—Gr7. 





IF the city of New York is unable to raise sufficient 
money to have the Bartholdi Statue put in place, we 
might sell it at public auction and divide the proceeds 
among some of our “‘ first citizens.” 





A CORRESPONDENT writes that a Cambridge (Mass) 
professor delivered a lecture the other day to the 
Divinity Students on ‘‘ Parish Botany,” and he won- 
ders if it was on the classification of the wa// flowers 
of the parish, according to the Lzxzn@-aments of 
their faces. 





An Irishman in France was drinking with company 
who proposed the toast, ‘‘ The land we live in.” 
‘* Ay, with all me sowl, me dear,” said he, ‘ here’s 
to poor owld Ireland.”-—Zx. 


LIFE. 


“ A charming sheet.” ‘ Deserves long life.” 
“ The grave is not its goal.” 

It drives away all care and strife, 
’Tis read from pole to pole. 

The papers throughout all the land 
Extol it to the skies, 

And all the people now demand 
The LIFE that never dies. 

Then come all ye disconsolate, 
Ye wicked cease to mope; 

Your griefs and fears shall now abate, 
For while there’s LIFE there’s hope. 


“ Now good digestion wait on appetite, 
‘** And health on both.” —SHAKESPEARE. 


“Common Sense’ Lunch Room, 


135 BRoADWaAY (cor. Cedar St.), 
JAMES P. WHEDON, gee. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


"THEATRE COMIQUE. 728 ond 730 Broadway 








THE 





INSURANCE | 


MARRIGAN © BART... ccsccvessecs Proprietors 
| | JOHN WE. CII a 6 co he can cddnveusveses Manager 
FOURTH MONTH 
MUTUAL LIFE i 


HARRIGAN & HART 


in Edward Harrigan’s latest and greatest 
success, 


McSORLEY’S INFLATION. 
The popular music by Mr. Dave Braham. 


INSURANCE 
COMPANY 





TUESDAY, MATINEES FRIDAY. 
OF UNION SQUARE THEATRE. 
NE W VORK. Mr. A. M. PALMER....... Proprietor and Manager. 





Begins promptly at 8; over at 11:05. 
Saturday matinees begin at 2, 
ENORMOUS SUCCESS 





THIRD | of 
F, >. Winston, Pres. | A PARISIAN ROMANCE. 
| MONTH. The greatest production ever wit- 





| ; nessed on the American stage. 





Seats secured two weeks in advance. 


No. 144 BROADWAY, 
New YorK. 
UNITED STATES 

Mutual 
Accident 
Association. 


| 
$25 Weekly In- | 


HENDERSON’ 5 STANDARD THEATRE. 
WM. HENDERSON ...Proprietor and Manager 


| BY ARRANGEMENT WITH R. D’OYLY CARTE, ESQ., 
| AN ELABORATE REVIVAL OF 

Gilbert & Sullivan’s ever popular Opera, 
| 





a. 2. S. 





PINAFORE. 


NEW SCENERY AND COSTUMES 
AND AN 
EXCELLENT CAST. 


EVERY EVENING and SATURDAY MATINEE. 
| 


$5,000 Accident Insurance. 
demnity. Membership fee $4. Annual cost about | 
$10. Write for Circular and application blank. 


European permits. CHAS, B. PEET, President. 
(Of Rogers, Peet & Co.) 


JAS. R. PITCHER, Sec’y. | 


320 & 322 Broadway, N. Y.|~ 
JOHN HANCOCK SHERRY. 


Mutual Life [nsurance Co., Pale, Very Pale, Golden and Brown, from 


| Cooking to the finest and Oldest SOLE- 
| Or Boston, Mass. RAS that money will buy, Sang 
| “OLD BOTTLED” WINES 


H. B. KIRK & CO., 


69 FULTON ST. & 1158 BROADWAY. 


The Opera is produced under the direction of Mr. 
| J. C. Duff, who originally presented it at this theatre. 


38 § VARIETIES OF 














|STEPHEN H. RHODES, President. | 





| Ades, Joie. &, BBG... cecceceses $2,526,660 56 | 





; | Liabilities, Jan. 1, 1883.......... 2,351,922 26 
Suipius Ati A per CORE. «oo ic6scscicis 174,738 30 ELEGANT STORE TO LET 
3 
, Suitable for first-class Restaurant or 
SAMUEL ATHERTON, Vice-Pres. 


Confectionery and Ice Cream, inthe 
charming city of Binghamton, N. Y. 


GEO. C. HEMINGWAY. 


GEO. B. WOODWARD, Sec’y and Actuary. 

CHARLES G. WOOD, Treasurer. 

SAMUEL WELLS, Counsel. | 
| FRANK WELLS, M.D., Med. Examiner. | 











‘THE EouiTABLE 


LirE ASSURANCE SOCIETY, 


120 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 


ASSETS, - - - $48,000,000, 


Having declared its policies, over three years in 
force, to be INCONTESTABLE, announces that all 
such incontestable policies will be paid at matu- 
rity, without rebate of interest, immediately 
after the receipt at the Society’s office in New 
York of satisfactory proofs of death, together 
with a valid and satisfactory discharge from the 
parties in interest. 


HENRY B. HYDE, President. 


SAMUEL BORROWE, 2d Vice-Pres’t. 
WILLIAM ALEXANDER, Secretary. 





POLLOCK & BIXBY, 


BANKERS and BROKERS, No. 25 Nassau St., N. Y 

All issues of Government Securities, Bank Shares, Rail- 
way Stocks and Bonds bought and sold on commission or 
carried on a margin. Special attention given to Invest- 
ments. Interest allowed on deposits. 


WILLIAM POLLOCK. Member of N.Y, Stock Exchange. 
ANDREW J. BIXBY. 


FAIRBANKS’ 


STANDARD 


SCALES. 





PRINCIPAL WAREHOUSE, 


FAIRBANKS & CO. 
NEW YORK. 














J 
€OPYRIC™TER: 


CELEBRATED HATS. 


178 & 180 Fifth Avenue, | { 
bet. 22d & 23d Sts., j and 


NEW YORK. 


179 Broadway, near 
Cortlandt St., 


AND UNDER THE PALMER HowusE, CHICAGO, 


CorRECT STYLES, EXTRA QUALITY. 


|LYON’S FINE SILK UMBRELLAS, 
JAMES W. ALEXANDER, tst Vice-Pres’t. | 


AND WALKING STICKS. 


Ladies’ Riding and Walking Hats. 


GRADY & McKEEVER, 
LATE 


RENNER & COMPANY, 


DEALERS IN 


FINE ARTS. 


Designers and Manufacturers of 
EVERY DESCRIPTION OF PICTURE FRAMES, 
No. 719 SIXTH AVE., NEw YorK. 


NINTH SEASON. 


Spring ‘Hieune, 
Richfield Springs, 


| Open from lied 17th to Oct. rst. 


Its well-known standard of excellence 


| will be fully maintained. 


T: R. PROC TOR. 


~'T. ASPINWALL & SON, 
75 and 77 West Twenty-third St., 


(MASONIC TEMPLE, ) 
NEW YORK. 


—TiLeEs— 


Of all descriptions for Floors, Walls, Hearths, 
Fireplaces, and Decoration generally. 


MANTELS, 
Grates, Open Fireplaces, Pottery, &c. 





Sole Agents for MINTON’S and for the 
CAMPBELL TILE CO. 








Press of Gilhss Brothers, 75 & 77 Fulton Street, N. Y. 





——_—___... 


Artistic Presents. 


MEssrs. M. KNOEDLER & CO. invite 
attention to their fine collection of 


Modern Oil Paintings, 
Water Color Drawings, 
Engravings, 


and other art products suitable for 
Holiday presents. 

The list of paintings comprises the 
works of all the best known artists of 
the day. 

GouriL GALLERY, 


170 5th Ave., Cor. of 22d St. 


OPEN EVENINGS. 











Send one, two, 
three or five dol- 
elars for a_ retail 


box, by express, of the best Candies in the world, put 
up in handsome boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once. 

Address, 


C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner, . 


78 Mapison St., CHICAGO. 


CAVANAGH, SANDFORD & CO., 


Merchant Tailors and Importers, 
16 West 23d STREET, 
Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel. NEw YorK, 


All the latest London fabrics regularly imported. 


en ae 


A New Illustrated Weekly, 


Humorous, SATIRICAL, REFINED. 
ISSUED EVERY THURSDAY. 











‘* We find nothing amateurish about the newcomer; it 
seems to have been born grown up; it is workmanlike in 
every part. It is fresh, vigorous, gentlemanly, genial, and 
satisfying. We commend it to at least fifty thousand 
readers in this town.’’— The Sun. 





AN ABLE CORPS OF CONTRIBUTORS: 


W. L. ALDEN, author of ‘“‘ The Moral Pirates.”” W. H, 
BisHop, author ‘of ‘* The House of the Merchant Prince.” 
Z, CHEEVER Goopwin, author of ** Evangeline.” Ropert 
Grant, author of * Confessions of a Frivolous Girl.’”’ A. 
A. Hayes, author of “A Symposium on the Chinese 
Question. ” G, T. LANIGAN, author of ** Fables out of the 
World.” G. P. LATHROP, author of “An Echo of Pas- 
sion.” J. B. MATTHEWs, ‘author of ** French Dramatists.” 
H. G. Paine, author of ** Allona Summer's Day.” ARTHUR 
Penn, author of * The Rhymester.” J. S., of Dare, au- 
thor of “ Guerndale.” F. SHERMAN, author of “Her 
Portrait by Sarony.”’ J < WHEELWRIGHT, author of 
‘** Rollo in Cambridge.” 


ARTISTS. 


F. G. ATTWOOD, J. A. MITCHELL, 


Cuas. KENDRICK, GRAY PARKER, 
H. W. McVICKAaR, W. H. Hype, 
And many others. 


Subscriptions, $5 per year, postage prepaid. 
to Cents Copy. 
Address, 
Office of ‘‘ LIFE,” 1155 Broadway, 


NEW YORK 
For Sale at ail News Stands. 











